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and had attacked Jenny at once in his role as ambassador from
Claudius; but he was shocked at the dark cloud of implacable
resentment that descended upon her when her friend's name
was mentioned.
It was the first time he had dared, since her estrangement
with Claudius, to approach the perilous topic and he asked him-
self when he saw this black cloud of remorseless obstinacy: "Is
it impossible for any ordinary, natural, simple kindness to play
a fundamental part in the relations between the 'Ying' and the
'Yang' ? Must the attraction between men and women always
entail these abysmal angers ? It isn't even misunderstanding,"
he thought, as he surveyed the "Horse-Head's" face, in which
the blood literally seemed to change from red to black, and the
eyes to grow fuliginous, and dusky wrinkles to gather between
them and the nose, as soon as he referred to the man in ques-
tion, "for she knows him far better than I do! She knows per-
fectly well how his conscience works; she knows how, after that
passage with her brother, he has to do what he's doing. But yet
she won't forgive him! He has committed the unpardonable
sin from a woman's point of view. He has obeyed his conscience
and not her. What they want is to possess a man's whole iden-
tity, to turn him from lover into child, to be in his nerves, in his
mind, in his religions, in his conscience, so that there is no por-
tion of his being where she isn't at home. No! No! these deep
conflicts aren't * misunderstandings,' as both sides love to affirm:
they are understandings.
"They know each other too well!" Dud sighed as he looked
at the face opposite him where black blood had replaced red
blood. "You're a good woman," he thought. "It's the sex-
demon that has entered into you. You'd be lovely to Claudius
if only you didn't love him/ "
When the four of them, the two Wye sisters and he and
Wizzie, finally entered the Antelope they found that they were
the very last to turn up. All the others were talking in the
comfortable lounge on the ground-floor. This was not the bar
where Mrs. Dearth had first met our friend, but a room on the
opposite side of the staircase, a retreat used more by residents
than transients. Over and above the guests of Mr. George
Cumber there was but one person in the room, a pathetically
self-conscious little man, dressed in the most perfect negli-
gence of pure gentility, whose one desire, as he sat writing at a

